TheEifloryof 

S a ‘ m as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep Lead 
out of me I need no more weight then mineownehowelsrl haue 
led mv rae of Muffians where they are pepera : rheres not three 
ofmy 1 50 . left aliue, and they are for the townes end.tobcgge 
durine life. Bm who comes hccre ? Enter the Prince. 

TrLe What dandft thou idle heere? lend mee tby Sword, 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and fiifre, 

Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreueng d,l-prethce lenc me thy Sword. 

p a l. O Ha/,1 prethee giuemelea^e to breathe a wh.le:Turke 
Greeoru neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as 1 haue done this day: 

1 haue payd Percy, 1 haue made him fure. 

Prince. He is indeed, and liuin-gto kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Fa ^ before God {{^IPercy besuiuej thou getftnot 
my fword, but take my pi 0 oil if thou wilt. 
prince Giue it me : what? is it in the cafe? 

Falf. I Hal , tis hot, theres that will facke a-Cme. 

The Prince dr awes it ont^and pndcs it a hot tell of Sackc* 

Prince What, is it a time to lell and dally now ? 

He thrmes the Bottell at him. Exit , 

Pah I (Percy be aliue,Ile pierce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not, if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. Hike not fuch grinning honour zsfirmlter hzih: 

giue me life, which if I can fane, fo : if not, honour comes va- 
look t for, and theres an end. 

aAlarmey excnrftons, enter the Kwg,the Prince, Lord Iohn 
of Lane after, and Bark ofWeftmerland. 

King I prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedefi too 
much ; Lord lohn of Lancafter, goe you with him. 

PHohn Not I, my Lord, vnlefTei did bleed too. 

*Prin. I bcfeech your JVlaieftie make vp. 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Kl. I will dofojmy L.of WeftmeriarJteidt himtohw 1 «»• 
Weft. Gome, my Lord, Ileleadeycutoyour 1 ent. 

Prince Leademe my Lord, I doe not need your helpe 3 
And God forbid a fh allow fcratch ftrould driue jj. { 


— 






Henry the Fourth . 

The orince o f Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftainde Nobilide lies troden on, 

4 ", Rebels Armes triumph in martacres, 
t a hn We breathe too long, come coolcn Weftmerlmd, 
Our duty this way lies .• For Godsfakecoroe. 

Prin. By God, thou haft decern dmc Lancafter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpint; 

Before I loud thee as abrothcr John, 

Rut now I doe refpeft thee as my foulc. 

King I fawhim hold Lord/><rrr 7 atthepoynt, 
y^ifhluftier maintenance then I didlooketor 
Offuch an vngrowne Warrier. 

Pm. 0,this Boy lends mettall to vs all. 

Dowg. Another King, they grow likeHydras heads, 

1 atn the Tyewolas fsttftU to thofc 

That wearethoie colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeitft the perfonof a King? 

Ki. The King himfelfe, who Dowg/as grieues at heart. 
So many of his ihadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King : I haue two Boy cs, 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field ; 

Butfeeingthou fall'll on me fo luckily, 

Iwillalfay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Dow. I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yetinfaith thou bear'd thee like a King: 

But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou be , 
Andthuslwinnethee, , /fB , , 

They fight, thzKingbeing in danger, enter Prince of wales* 
Prince. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vpagaine,thcfpirits 
Of valiant Sberly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Walesx. hat threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he meanes to pay. 

They fight, ‘Doteglas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour Cent, 

And fa hath Clifton : lie t o Clifton ftrait. 

King, Stay, and breathe a while, 
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